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ADVERTISEMENT. 


Tur following little Piece was written 
at the requeſt of Mr. SuzRIDAN, who 
thought that whatever was faid of the late 
Manager, or of his Succeſſors, would come 
with a better grace from a third perſon than 
from the parties concerned. I am happy to 
have had it in my power to oblige him ; and 
heartily wiſh that the candour and indulgence, 
which the Public have ſhewn to theſe Scenes, 
may prove a Prelude to the ſucceſs of his ſu- 
perior abilities to entertain them. His laurels 
being yet green from the fame of the Duxx- 
NA, revived in my mind the idea of two cha- 
raters, Crotchet and Sir Dulcimer Dunder, 
which it is well known that 1 had in contem- 
ion about twelve years ago, and which 
were then intended to ſerve as an introduction 
to a Comick Opera. The thought propoſed 
for the ſubje&t matter of the Prologue, was 
kindly worked up by a friend, who deſired to 
remain concealed, but whoſe ſtile and manner 
are too familiar to the Stage, not to betray him 
to the Publick, who will doubtleſs be pleaſed 


to ſee him diſpoſed, even in his retirement, 
to contribute to their amuſements. 


Richmond, 


Sept. 30, 1776. A 2 
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OCCASIONAL PRELUDE. 


egocQpettodjoctpcyottociooie dio too djouifocioeie dh of hs 


SCENE, The Playhouſe Paſſage—the dows 
Juſt open — various People going to the 
Coachmen, Chairmen, Conflables, Fruit-we- 
men, &c. attending as uſual. 
Fruit-woman. yy ſome reils ! ch'a ſome 
ſruit, your Honour !—a bill of 
the Play take ſome fruit. you ll be very dry 
in the houſe, fir—a bill of the Play! , 

Lad. Here !—let's ſee your bill, and fixpenn'orth 
of a takes bill and fruit). Is this the way 
to the gallery ? 

Fruit-woman. Up thoſe ſteps, fir—-— bleſs your 
honour !——(Exit Lad.) ch'a ſome nonparei's !—— 
a bill of the Play 

A 3 | Enter 


(8 3 
Enter Mr. and Mrs. andylittle Miſe Dripping. 


Mrs. Drip. Lord, lord! J am in a monſtrous 
heat, Mr. Dripping !---—fuch a long walk, all the 
way from Candlewick-ward !—and then, my 
dear, your coat's quite fpoil'd, and the child's 
flip all fplaſh'd by the hackney-coaches—here, let 


And ſhall we ſee Punch, papa? 
Drip. No,—there's no Punch bere, child go—_—_— 


me ſet you to rights, Betſey, before you go among 


—— 


Page” R 


the 

diff 

and in 

There's 

ſuch pla _— ſpeeches at the Raven, 
and our country, all ſummer ———all 
= the Parliament-houſe is as mute as an oy- 


— Have a care of your pockets, gen- 
Furrow. Cod, that's ri ve Aa care of 


L. LN oo Foy 
urrow guy pic TY 
ſame play-houſe, I promiſe you. [Exeunt. 


Enter Sailor and Doxy, arm-in-arm. 


Sailor, Come along, Moll —ſtreamers waving, 
and colours flying !— come along, gul !—away to 
the launch of Old Druy ! — The veſſel has been 
careened and refitted, and a Rout crew on board, 


I hear—but they have loſt their old gallant com- 


mander—— Davy for ever !——Davy for ever !—1I 
with the new Jacks a fair wind, however !— give 
them ſea- room enough, and 

Fruit-woman. Cha ſome nonpareils——a bill 
of the Play, ma'am ! 

Doxy. Oh, I muſt have ſome fruit, lack. 
How do you fell them, miſtreſs ? 

Fruit-woman. Six for a⸗ 

Sailor. Hark'ee, Moll! don't you be towing too 
much ſour-crout aboard———it will give you the 
cholick, mayhap. Let's fee, ſweetheart! one, 


two, three——damme, what fignifies reckoning ? 
Here's a full night's pay = you, and we'll _ 
| 4 


14 ] 


the whole akes the Come along, 
— — — 


Britons firike lome, Ce. 
[Exis with Doxy, reeling and finging. 


pl 
s FTB 


Tx 


with me, 

Catcall „don't be in ſuch a » Phelim, 
Ae in very goo time—there will be room 
| Phelim. ichen denep 3 
Haven't I taken places, when they were not to be 
n 


 Catcall. Oh, the Comick Mirror is broke to 


pieces ; that's all, Phelim——It uſed to ſhew the 


done before, 


($3 


figure of one Manager ; but now the fragments re- 
flect half a ſcore. 

Phelim. Mirror —and fragments? —— dibble 
burn me if I underſtand a word that you ſay, my 


dear 
departed. ——The little man 


Catcall. Roſcius is 

has left the houſe—It uſed to be full in his time, it 

is true, Phelim, full as an egg— but he is gone off 

with the meat, and a whole crew of new Managers 

D to ſea in the 
im. 

to 


egg-thell. 

Uh,” « aiftey Hike: reguge 7 grod beck 
em. 
Catcall. Poor devils ! What will they do ? Not 
get Half per Cent. for their money—not ſalt to their 
porridge. Let me ſee—who are they ?——a Poet, 
— C r of Muſic—a Practitioner in — What a 
medley! Ah, little David ! | 


Ah, woe is me ! | 
To ſee what I have ſeen, fee what I ſee! 


Phelim. Why, what the divel ſhould you ſee, 
- | hk by my ſowle, I am 
is gone. 
Catcall. Glad ! 
Phelim. To be ſure I am glad. New Brooms, 


c 
myſelt. | 

Catcall (la 129924 ha ve 
Phelim. Oh, no ſuch thing, my dear — the 


little Man was ſo grate kimfelf, there was no 
room tor any body elſe - there is no room for jeanius 


now. 
Catcall. Yes, more room than company, per- 
- Waimea Sage! are you ſerious ? 


haps. 
( . 
. Why, where is the joke? What ſhould 
hinder my going on the Stage, any more than his 
going off it? 

A 5 Catcall: 
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Phelim. 4 I all 
, 's nothing at all, my 
dear. It's very well known that nobody ſpakes 
n ene the Scotch, 
ed 
Catcall. Rather late, at your time of life, for 
the Stage, however. Confider your age, Phelim. 
Phelim. My age ! oh, the oulder the bitter, boy. 
Don't e play the young parts ? 
And how can your young fellows have any ex- 
perience ? | 
Catcall. Can you boaſt of any ? 
Phelim. Boaſt ? 7 To be — can boaſt! To 


ood a Shakeſpeare in my pocket 


_ Catcall. You're a magazine of literature—a walk- 
muſeum, Phelim. 

A park circulating library !—all plays are 
the fame to me too—And now Pl! rade you a ſpache, 
extimpore, as well as if ] had ſtudied it. Let's fee 
_ W, war the book)\——Richard the Second 

ng)—firft, ſecond, third or fourth, tis all one 
to 2 the Second, (reading) — av, 
well—ſo much the bitter—we have been boddered 
ſo long with Richard the Third, you know. Now 
we'll ſhe w litile Roſcius the difference. (Reads with 


« brogue.) 


As in a Theatre the eyes of min, 
** After a well-grac'd actor laves the ſtage, 
Are idly bint on him that i inters nixt—" 


Oh, the devil ! this paſſage is rather mal-a-propos— 
(puts up the book)——But III make the folks hare 
me, and luck at me too, I warrant you-—here's a 


mats nba cub calmed == 
napper 


r 


ſnapper Lilliputians—ate up with the gout and the 
rheumatis—— but tall enough for an Iriſh Brigade, 
and ſtrong enough to Carry a chair. 

Catcall. Well ! if you are refolved on the ſtage, 
Phelim, your fiicnds mult ſupport ou. 

Phelim. Oh, an Iriſhman never wants ſupporters, 

man. 
Catcall. Ves; we muſt recommend you to the 
Managers, make a party with the audience, and 
puff you in the papers. You ſhall have all my inte- 
reſt both behind the curtain and before it. 

Phelim. Oh! let little Phelim alone for the cur- 
tains, honey. 

Catcall. hing to be done without ſuch a friend 
as I, Phelim ! The town knows me well enough, 
and fo do the Managers; I give them a touch now 
and then in the papers. Dramaticus in the Chroni- 
c'e, The Obſerver in the Poſt, The Elephant in the 
Packet, the Drury-Lane Mouſe, and Covent-Garden 
Crica t. —all mine, Phelim ! 

Phetim. Whew ! T=uo ligs ſat upon three figs ! 
Why, ycur critick's a parſict caterpillar! 

Catcall. Ves; and my friend Crotchet, the au- 
thor too, who is now writing for the houſe, ſhall 
introduce you to the Managers, and give you ſome 
inſtruQtions ; for, you muſt know, he reckons him- 
ſelf a better actor than any one on the ſtage. As 
to the Publick, P/let them know what to think of 
you. Crotchet lodges in this neighbourhood——ne- 
ver mind going to the play——it will not be worth 
while, 1 promiſe you; ſo keep your money in 
- and come along with me to Mr. Crot- 

's. 

Phelim. By my ſoule 2nd 1 will; I am much 
obliged to you for Mr. Crotchet, and I ſhall be 
tree ſhillings the bitter for you to my dying day, 
my dear. ; Sk 


SCENE 


[8] 


SCENE changes to Mr. Crotchet's. Crotchet a: 
his harpficherd, accompanying Miſs Quaver. 


AIR, by Miſs Quaver 
Quelche d amore. Piccini. 


The realms of Drury cannot procure ye 

So great a fury as Nelly Jones: 
For if you fue her, and make love to her, 
Hewe er you wooe her, ſhe'll break your bones. 


Crotchet. (after the air) Very well, my dear ; 
very well indeed ! an agreeable manner, and fine 


tones ! I'll recommend you in the ſtrongeſt terms to 


the new Managers; you ſhall certainly be en 
at a handſome faiary, and play a capital part in my 


new Opera. 

= Tou 7 very , Mr. _ 
think ir obliged to you ſor 

your kindaefs. 2 


Crotchet. Not at all, my dear; one kindneſs 
brings on catiter q ft wild bo fn your gamer 5 ew 
me a few little civilities in return. You underſtand 
me, my love! 0 wake no doubt but our ac- 

| * 1 

Smiles, chucks her under the chin, 


Enter Catcall and Phelim. 


Phelim. Oh, lit's go back as faſt as we came, 
c 
leman 

Crotchet. Not ia the leaſt: pray walk in, 
men ! Mr. Catcall. I rejoice to fee you. 


the honour of knowing this ? a 
your's, I ſuppoſe, 1 


4 


ve I 


friend of 
Catcall. 


191 


Catall. He is, Sir, and extremely ambitious of 
ip and acquaintance. Mr. Crotchet | 
Mir. Phe! { Introducing them to each other. 

Cratchet. (taking Phelim by the hand) Sir, I ſhall 
be happy to be known, Sir, to 8 friend, Sir, of 
my friend, Mr. Catcall's, Sir ; and I ſhall be proud 
to ſerve you, Sir ! 

Phelim. A.d Til be proud too, my dear; and as 
20 ſarvice, by my ſoule you may go to farvice im- 
mediately. 

Cratchet. How can I be of uſe to you, Sir? 

Catcall. Mr. Phelim hopes for your intereſt with 
the new Managers of the Theatre, fir. | 

Crotchet. In what line, fir ? as an author, 
01 —v—— 

Caicall. He flatters himfelf he has ſome talents 
for acting. 

FC You may fay that ; I do flatter my- 

Crotchet. Talents for acting ?—Lack-a-day, gen- 
tlemen ! aQting—aQiog's all over now. 

Phelim. The divil it is !-—what, is the play- 
houſe burnt down, or ſhut up, then ? 

Cretchet. No but plays are worn out, fir —— 
Otway's a rag, Jonſon obſolete, and Shakeſpeare 
worn threadbare. Plays ! — plays might do well 
enough formerly indeed ; but quite wut of faſhion 
— and nule Roſcius left the ſtage to- 
ether, ux. 

Phelim. What will the ſtage do then ? 

Crotchet. Do ?—— Muſical pieces, to be ſure 

fir—our only dependance now._— We 
have nothing for it now but wind, wire, rufin and 
caigut. This is the thing this is the thing 


Gan you og, the harpſichord) Have you any voice ? 
Can you fing, fir ? 
Phelim. Voice ! oh, by my ſowle, voice enough 


to be heard ac.ofs the channel, from the Gate or 
the Hid, to ovld Dublin —and then I can fin 
* bd 


1 


howl——Hubbub-o-boo ! (bowling )—vh, it would 
do heart good to hear it. 
rotchet. Should be glad of that pleaſure, fir; a 
little ſong now by way of ſpecimen! 

Helin. Oh, you're as welcome as the flowers in 
May, my jewel. Him! him! (nge. 

Crotchet. Well, fir, that may do very well intro- 
duced into a Comic Opera. 


Oh, my 


Grotchet. And why not, fir *'——Operas are the 
only real entertainment. The plain unornamented 
Drama is too flat, fir. Common dialogue is a dry 
imitation of Nature, as inſi pid as real converſation ; 
but in an Opera, the dialogue is refreſhed by an 
Air every inſtant. Two gentlemen meet in the 
Park, example, admire the place and the 
weather; and, after a ſpeech or two, the orcheſtra 
take their cue, the muſick ſtrikes vp, one of the 
characters takes a genteel turn or two on the 
ſage, during the ſymphony, and then breaks 
out 


When the breezes 
— the — 
ra grant gales 
The breath inhales 
Warm the heart that forrow freezes. 


[ Singing and walking, as deſcribed 
in ds i 


Phelim. Oh ! theſe airs are mighty refreſhing in- 
. deed, as you ſay. 

Crotchet. No other chance for ſucceſs now, I 
promiſe you, fir.— The Managers know that well 
they know how many thouſand pounds 
were got laſt year by the Highland Laddy, and Gra- 
machree, fir !—a-a-a(quavering) And brothers in the 
young /—that's the mark, fir. n 

call. 


(11 ] 
Catcall. I am glad to hear we are to have an Opera 


of yours, Mr. Crotchet, this ſeaſon, 
| Crotchet. You are, fir ; and I have got the fineſt 
— unnatural thought for it! 
Catcall. Natural, you mean, Mr. Crotchet. 
Crotchet. Natural? I thought you knew better, 
Mr. Catcall. Nature has nothing to do with an O- 
with the ſtage neither, now little Roſcius 
left i. we ſhall go quite upon another plan now, 
fir —W hat do you think I call wy Opera? 
Catcall. Can't gueſs. 
Phelim. 1 4 Nature, to be ſure, my jewel. 
No, fir ; I reverſe nature. My Opera is 
called, fir, is called 


Crotchet. It is called then, fir —— 
— Top — 
. 1 . 

Phelim The + ahh kde u 

Crotchet. Ves, ſir — Topſy-Tu t's the ti- 
tle of t—the ſcene, an iſland in the Antipodes, 
where the women are paramount, and the men are 
in ſubjeQion.—The ladies judge, fight, fwear, drink, 
raviſh, et cetera; and the gentlemen knit, ſpin, 
ſcold, pout, and fo forth. At the opening of the 
piece, after a ſoft overture, the curtain riſes to flow 
muſick, the Lady Chancellor and the Field Marſhal 


being juſt brought to bed upon which —— 
Enter Servant. 
3 Sir Dulcimer Dunder deſires to ſee you, 


Crotchet. Defire Sir Dulcimer to walk up. | 

| [Exit Servant. 

Catcall, Sir Dulcimer Dunder! He is a great 
connoiſſeur in muſick—is not he? 

cw. 147 as deaf as a Poſt. 8 

im. Pity is not blind, that he might be a 

conniſure in pictures too. 
Crotchet. 


? 


( 12] 


Crotehet. Oh, as to that, fir—but he's here. 
Thelim. Say no more, then— walls may have ears, 


= there 


== to bare any thing.— 
you give me lave to ax 


mighty pretty 
be glad 10 he 
belare yoo'd 
2 — 
a little quiftion ? 
411 | 
. Will you give me lave to ax you a quiſ- 
ſtion ! (bawling ) 
Sir Dulc. Stay, fir, one moment, if you pleaſe— 
@ bearing-trumpet, and applies it to bis ear. ) 
—Now, fir !—what were you ſaying, fir ? 
What the divil? am I to talk into that 
ſaucepan ? 


Crotchet. Sir Dulcimer never converſes without it. 


Phelim. May I be ſo bould as to ax you, Sir Dul- 
cimer, how you came to be ſo fond of muſick, when 


4 


| 
| 
| 


like eleRricity ; the ear-piercing fi 


Me 113 } 


Thickneſs, for the very ſame reaſon, built his fine 
new houſe over againſt a trunk „ and next 
door to a pewterer. 

Phelim. An neighbourhood ! 

Sir Dulc. „ I, fir, that can ſcarce hear the 
at the Tower without the help of this trumpet, 


alwa it up at « Concert. f 
8 or without tis all the ſame thing. 
Sir Dulc. Handel's thunder ſtrikes upon the nerve 
ſyringe ſhould not loſe Con ne | 
inge ;—nap, I not a fin 

ver of a /olo on the flagelet.—Moufick, fir, mu- 
. plays 0s the drum of my ear, like the wind on 
an Zolian harp, fir. 

Phelim. By my foule, Sir Dulcimer, if that was 
my caſe now, I would have a barrel of muſick 
before me—or I would live in an organ—0r tak 
hos os wn 

Sir Dulcimer has a very nice ear for mu- 
Ie. 

Sir Dulc. ; Quaker dove pon ga 2 gp 
4 words to the tune I compoied tor your 
Crotchet. I have Sir Dulcimer. 

Sir Dulc. This lady ſings, I ſuppoſe . She'll be ſo 
as to favour us with it. Now you ſhall ſee, 
. Phelim ! (putting up bis trumpet.) 

Crotchet. Come, Miſs ver ! 

ru 
fir—but the words will go very well to another and 
I dare ſay he won't know the difference 


[Sings, and Sir Dulcimer acta 


114 J 


A I R. 

La Schiavetta. Piccini. 

(The Words altered from Suckling) 
= 


When paſſion you'd diſcover, 
Why pate cn8 wan, fond lover ? 
+» tell me, why fo pale? 

—＋ Erl 

It your looking well won't 
Will your looking ill prevail ? . 
II. 


Why ſo dull and mute, young finer ? 
Girls laugh at a raw beginner — 
__— tell me, why 9 a 
you're ſpeaking won't win 
Sure the devil muſt be in her . 
If your ſaying nothing do't, 
III. 


Ceaſe for ſhame ! this cannot move her: 
She'll ſcorn ſuch a whining lover 
Drink about, and let's be gay ! 
If good humour cannot make her, 
Better let the devil take her 
Take her and your love away. 


Sir Dulc. he Very well, ll 
b 1 : Bob. Earn Need —— 


Muſician. 


Gunze. A little muſical accident ! 


—— — —— — — - * 


Me L 2 2 ery lim Air, 
never play d it before — but if you will 
e bir hands on each fole of bis 
ſay that the Air we playd, 

Ai—and not 


5 
F 


1 


2 
A 
L 


FR 
> 
5 


Z 

F 
: 

Ly 
5 
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another Air, , 
Air, ma'm !————Yovure a ſet 
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a ſaucy minx, ma am! 
me very ill, Mr. Crotchet !—and 1 wiſh your 
may be damned—T'll be damned if I don't, 

| Exit in a paſſion. 
Phelim. A very vice ear for mulick Sir Dulcuner 
INN 

7 I, be's a very worthy fri 

man, and I am forry they have affronted him. Ha! 


1 


4 


Merzetin i—and Sprighily too 


Phelim. Oh ! there's always quarrelling and uproor 
among you lovers of harmony. 
rightly. Quarrelling ! what has been the matter 


Crotchet. Sir Dulcimer happened to beat time a 
little irregularly—that's all. | 
Phelim. Yes, be bate time out of doors, my dear; 
and then took himſelf out o'doors in the bargain. 


* 


[ 16] 


Sprighthy. I am ſorry be He is a charac- 


is 
ter —and I had reſerved a niche for him in my Co- 


2 | 

i do you write with your lift lig, 
hard of any body writing with 
, that wrote a fine 


Dede new troupe vil e 
Pantomime. -I avc compoſe de tout. De es, 


Catcall. I thought what the ſtage would come to 
— Good night to poor Shakeſpeare ! | 
Mezzetin. Vat ſignify your trifle Sha-keſ-peare ? 
by de gran 


H 
1 


rng © wor 


1 — Ol Ä; Oo nm  wowryF "= = "= 9! 


IAF 


* 


ſtage 

loom 

old 

dance 

and 

and 

for a 

earth 

Tragedy 

continue to be 

of the 1th . 
Catcall. Well faid, little Bayes, egad 
Phelim. By my foule 

eyes cars, 


my dear 


1 


[ 18 ] 


All. „Prologue, Prologue! 


iobth. flence ! We'll a 
e. there, if poo pleaſe. aan 


PR O I. O0 U E. CY 
Scribblers are Sportſmen ; and as Sportſmen are, [ 


Some hit, ſome miſs, ſome poach, and ſome beat fair; 
This wounds a ſtraggling bird ; that often tries, 
But never kills ; he and ſhuts both eyes : 
Like our Train'd Bands, the mark he never hits— 


Stage-Coach.— | 
A Stage-Coach !—why ?—T'1! tell you if you aſk it— 
ſome take places, and ſome mount the baſketf. 
Cattle too. that draw the Stage along, 
of all forts and fizes—weak and ſtron 


. | 


/ 


will drop, 

While ſailors and their doxies fing and roar o'top ! 
The Coachman 

But ſhou'd he ſtuff the 


already—here 

% You're ſo damn d fat—ax little farther, Sir! | 
© Your elbow's in my ftomach—T can't ftir.” 

Hoit ! Hoit ! the Coachman then drives on apace, 
And ſmack ! with other ſtages runs a race. | 
Thro' thick and thin we now up, now down, 


| Your 
- ® Boxes. + Gallery. 4 


But they'll aſſure you, 


Your late Old Coachman, tho” oft ſplaſh” 
A 12 Ro 
21 his pains, 
n 

new partners of the old Machine, 


Hoping you'll find it ſnug, and tight and clean, 


Vo that with much civility they Il treat you, 


Will drive you well, and pleaſan 
| , thy will 
The rs ol furnpiad har wr, 
your puries ; 


that their beſt endeavour 


Shall not be wanting to obtai 
Which gain“ bs 20 2 
— up! the Stage will run 


THE END 
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